
The moti lame nt able Tragedte 

Ro. O I am fortunes foole* 

'Ben, Why doft thou ftay? 

E^rCbW. **"■ R ° mt,; 

Citt, Which way ran he that kild (JMcrcutiol 
Twalt that murtherer,which way ran he? 

Bern. There lies that Ttbalt. 

Cut. Vp fir go with me: 

I charge thee in the Princes name obey. 

Enter Prince, aid Mountague,Capulct, 

their wines and all, 

Erin , Where arcthe vile beginners of this fray* 

Ben. O Nob!ePrince,Icandifcouerall; 

The vnluckie mannageofthis fatall brail. 

There lies the manflaine by young Romeo, 

That flew thy kinfman braue Mercutio. 

Capu Wi, Tib alt, my Cozin.O myebrothers child, 

O Prince, O Cozinjhusband.O thebloud is fpild 
Of my deare kinfman,Prince as thou art true. 

For bloud of our.s,fliead bloud ofMountague. 

O Cozin,Cozin. 

Prm. Benuolto, who began this bloudy fray? 

'Ben.Ttbalt here flaine,whom Romeos hand did flay. 

Romeo that fpoke him faire.bid him betbinke 
Howmice the quarrel! was,and vrg’d withal! 

Your high difpleafure all this yttered. 

With gentle breath, calmelooke, knees humbly bowed 
Could not take truce with the Vnruly fpleene 
Cf Tybalt dcafe to peace, but that he tilts 
VVithPeircing fteeleat bold Mercutios breafl. 

Who alias hot, turtles deadly point to point. 

And with a Martial! fco rue, with one hand beates 
Cold death afide. and v\ ith the other fends 
It back to Ttbalt, whole dexterity 
Retorts \{JRonteo he cries aloud. 

Hold friends,friends part,and fwifter then his tongue, 

& His 




vf Borneo and Iuliet. 

His aged arme beats downe their fatall points, 

And twixt them rufhes,vnderneth whofearme, 1 
An enuious thruft from Ttbalt, hit the life 
Of ftou t Mercutio, and then T thalt fled. 

But by and by comes backe to Romeo, 

Who had but newly entertained reuenge. 

And toote they goe likelightning.for ere I 
Could draw to part them, was ftout7»^// flame: 
And as hefell,did Romeo turne and flie, 

This is the truth,or let Benuolto die, 

Ca, PFt, He is a kinfman t® the Momtague, 
Affettion makes him falfe,he fpeakes not true: 
Some twenty of them fought in this blackc ftrife, 
And allthofe twenty could but kill ene life, 

1 beg forluftice winch thou Prince muftgiue* 
Romeo flew Ttbalt, Romeo muft no time, 

Pritt . Romeo flew lmn,he flew Mercutto, 

Who now the price of his deare bloud doth owe. 
Cap. Not Romeo Pnnce,he was Mercutios friend. 
His fault concludes, but what the law fliouid end. 
Yhelife oiTtbalt. 

Trim And for that offence, 

Immediately we doeexilehiin hence: 

I haue an in tereft in your hearts proceeding. 1 
My bloud for your rude brawles doth lie a bleeding. 
But He amerce you with foftronga fine, 

T hat you fhall all repent the lofleofmine* 

It will bedeafe to pleading and excufes, 

Nor teares,nor pravers fhall purchafe outabufe $. 
Therefore vfe none,let Romeo hence in haft, 

Elte when he is found, that houre is his laft. 
oeare hence this body,and attend our will, 

Mercy but murders,pardoning thofe that kill. 

Exit 


Towards 


r Enter Iuliet alone, 

vjallop apace,you fiery footed fleedes. 





